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Ht Comes and Goes 
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| opened my eyes, having been awoken by the feeling of his lips on my skin. He was in a good mood? This early? 


Wow. 


| placed my hand on his head as he kissed my stomach. | messed with his hair, whimpering softly when he 
nipped me skin. 


He moved up, kissing me softly on the lips, before moving over to kiss my neck. He sucked on my skin, causing 


me to let out a small moan. 
"| have to go." He spoke, kissing me again. 


"| know." | breathed. 


He pushed himself off of me, getting up. He walked over to the dresser and grabbed a shirt and a pair of 


jeans. 

"Are you gonna be gone all day?" | asked. 

"Yeah" He told me. "Won't get back til late. Probably around midnight" 

| nodded. 

"Don't leave the house today." He ordered. 

"Wait but we're recording today! | have to go." 

He came back over, grabbing me by my chin and digging his nails in. "Don't leave the fucking house." 

| put my head down once he released me, just staring at the bed. 

"Got it?" 

| nodded. 

He placed a syringe on the bed in front of me. | didn't pick it up. | don't want it right now. 

He likes when I'm high. He said it makes me easy. | don't want to be easy. 

| looked up as he was about to walk out the door. "I love you!" 

"Yep." He replied, slamming the bedroom door behind him. 

| sighed. | love him, but sometimes it feels like he doesn't love me. 

| picked up the needle, spinning it around in my hands. | don't want it. | never really did. He got me started on it. 
He wanted me to do it. He forced this addiction on me, and he fuels it as much as he can. He says he likes the 
way it makes me. He likes when l'm docile and when | behave. He likes how easy it makes me. But | have to use 
it. Ill get sick if | don't. 


| placed it on the nightstand. I'll get it later. 


We've been married for 3 years, but we've only been together for 3 and a half. | love him. But | don't know if 


he loves me anymore. 


| pulled myself out of bed, grabbing my shirt off the floor. | pulled it on, not bothering with pants since | was 


alone. 

| opened the bedroom door and headed downstairs, into the kitchen. | set up the coffee pot and set it to brew. 
The guys are gonna be pissed at me. | need to go in and record with them. But he'll kill me if | leave. He always 
knows too. Even if I'm home before him and everything, he still somehow always knows if | disobey him. | don't 
know how. 

| sat at the island in the middle of kitchen, staring out the window. | don't even know what l'm gonna do all day. 
| hate when he tells me to stay here. But | know he'd prefer to go with me to the studio. He doesn't trust the 


guys. He wants to keep me where he knows no one will come. 


I'm actually not sure if he doesn't trust them around me or if he just doesn't trust me around them. | would 


hope he trusts me. We've been together long enough for him to know | wouldn't ever cheat on him. 


| heard the coffee pot finish up, so | got back up and grabbed a cup. | poured the coffee in, leaving it black and 
sitting back down 


| sipped it, just staring off into space. It was a few minutes before | heard my phone start ringing. | got up and 
headed over to where it was in the living room. | picked it up off of the receiver. 


"Hello?" 

"Nikki, where the fuck are you? You were supposed to be here over an hour ago!" It was Tommy. 

"Fuck. Sorry. | meant to call. l-I just don't feel good" | told him. 

He scoffed. "Yeah, okay. You really expect me to believe that?" 

‘I'm sorry, Tommy. | just feel sick" 

"Mhm. What, did Damon beat you too badly again?" 

"Tommy, stop. | told you | don't feel good. And I've told you before, Damon doesn't beat me." 

"Whatever, Nikki. This is bullshit." 

He hung up. 

| put the phone down, sitting on the couch. Now Tommy's mad at me. | don't want him to be mad at me. 


| hope he lets me go tomorrow. We have to record this album. | have to be there to record. 


Ill make sure l'm extra good for him when he comes home so that he'll hopefully let me go. | can't miss it 


agai n. 


| grabbed the pack of cigarettes off of the coffee table and lit one, leaning back on the couch. | breathed in, 


exhaling the smoke a few seconds later. 


I've told Tommy so many times that he doesn't beat me. Sometimes | just do stupid shit and he has to has to 
punish me for it. But he has every right to do that. I'm stupid. | deserve it. 


| picked up the tv remote and turned it on | found MTV and left it on that. | don't like when its too quiet. 


l'm bored though. | have nothing to do. | don't feel like writing songs or playing with my bass, and | can't leave 
the house so there's nothing to photograph. | could paint, but | don't really want to. | have no inspiration. 


| laid on the couch, groaning. This fucking sucks. | haven't even been alone for an hour and I'm going crazy. 

| want food. I'm so hungry. But | know we have no food. Sometimes he brings food when he comes home but he 
doesn't really give me 

any unless I've been really good. He likes it when I'm thin. He doesn't want me to gain any weight. 

| jumped when the phone started ringing again. | sat up quickly and answered it. 

"Hello?" 

"Nikki?" 

It was him! "Hil" 

"Hi, princess. Can you do me a favor?" He asked. 


"Yeah, of course. I'll do anything.” 


| need you to find the pants | wore last night. In the pocket is a paper with a phone number. | want you to call 


the number and tell them to meet me outside the bar on the corner of Main" 
"Okay. l'Il go find them." 
"What are you doing?" 


"| was watching TV." | told him. 


"Good boy. Are you behaving?" 


"Yes..Daddy?" 
| know he loves when I call him that. Maybe itll make him give in to me. 
Sebi 

"C-can | order pizza?" 

| heard him sigh. "I suppose. But don't eat more than 2 pieces” 

"Thank you, daddy!" 

"Mhm. Now, go do what | told you to. Be a good boy" 

"Okay. | love you" 

"Mmm. lll see you later." He hung up. 


| put the phone down and made my way up stairs. His pants should be on the bedroom floor still, since | 
haven't cleaned anything yet. 


| looked around and found them on the floor by his side of the bed | checked both the front pockets but found 
nothing. | found a small folded up scrap of paper in the back pocket. | took it and unfolded it, heading back 
downstairs to the living room. | dialed the number and listened to it ring. 

"Yeah?" 

"H-hello?" 

"Who's this?" 

"Um, D-Damon wants you to meet him outside the bar on the corner of, um, Main” 


"Who is this?" 


| know he wouldn't want me to say that I'm his husband, or say my name. "I work for Damon. He asked me to 


let you know." 
"Mhm. Bar on the corner of main?" 
"Yes." 


He hurg up the phore. 


| looked at the clock. It was 3. He said | could order pizza, so | decided to call now. 


| found the menu in the drawer and typed in the number. It rang a few times before a young girl answered 


the phone. | gave her my address and ordered a plain pizza for delivery. 


| rolled off of the couch and onto the floor, deciding | should probably take a shower. The girl said it would take 
about a half hour for the pizza to come. | went back up to my room and opened my closet. | wanted to wear 
something that he'd like. He likes when | show a lot of skin. But he also likes when | wear stuff that's easy to 
take off. 


| grabbed a black vest and a pair of ripped leather pants. | also grabbed a pair of fishnets to wear under the 
pants. 


| went over to the bathroom and started the shower water. | took off the shirt | had on and stepped into the 


stream of water. 


| began to wash my body, not really wanting to stay in the shower for too long. | was hungry and | kinda 
wanted to shoot up. But after | eat because I'll throw up if | eat on smack. 


l'm gonna make myself look super good for him. | want him to let me go tomorrow. | have to make him happy. 


He said he'll be back around midnight. | don't want to wait that long for him but | have to. He loves when | call 
him daddy and he loves when | get myself all ready for him. 


Maybe I'll make a video for him. He likes those. Sometimes | don't really like it, but he loves to record me when 


we have sex. We must have over 30 tapes. He loves it. 


| finished up in the shower and stepped out, drying myself off with a towel. | grabbed the fishnets | had, pulling 
them on, up to my belly button | also grabbed my pants and pulled those on as well. | quickly put the vest on 
as | heard the doorbell ring. 


| made my way downstairs and to the front door. | grabbed my wallet off the coffee table as | went, grabbing 
a $50 bill. | opened the door and handed the boy the money before he could say anything. | grabbed the pizza 
and closed the door. | went into the kitchen, so excited to finally be able to eat. 


| didn't even bother grabbing a plate, | just took a slice and ate it over the sink | groaned at the taste. It was 
so good. It's been so long since I've had pizza. It's been so long since I've really had anything at all. It was so 


good. It tasted so good. | felt like | was in heaven. 


| quickly finished that one and went to grab another one, but | stopped myself. | want him to be happy. He said 
don't eat more than 2, but if | eat less than he said, It'll make him happier. He'll know | care about what he 
thinks. As much as | wanted it, | told myself no. | closed the box and pushed it to the side. | grabbed the cup 


of coffee that I'd left there earlier, putting it in the microwave for 30 seconds. 


| took it out and drank it, putting the cup in the sink | sighed and went upstairs. | need a nap. And | want to 
shoot up. 


| headed up the stairs and to the bedroom, sitting on the bed. | grabbed the needle that was on the nightstand 
still and a scarf off of the floor. | tied my arm off, holding the end in my teeth. | uncapped the needle and 
searched for a vein in my arm. | didn't see one so | flipped my hand over, pushing the needle into one of the 


veins. | groaned, pushing the plunger down. | gasped, falling back onto the bed It feels so good 
| closed my eyes, not bothering to remove the needle from my arm. 


| allowed myself to drift off into my high. 


| was awakened by the sound of someone calling my name. | rolled over, groaning softly. 
"Nikki!" 
| sat up quickly, looking around the room. My eyes finally rested on Damon. He was homel 


Before | could say anything, he grabbed me by my hair and threw me onto the floor. | gasped, crying out when 


my side came in contact with the corner of the night table. 


| rolled over, staring up at him with wide eyes. Tears began to stream down my cheeks. What did | do? Why 
was he mad? 


"Get up." He growled. 
| got to my feet, holding my side. | didn't meet his eyes. | just looked down at the floor. 


He wrapped his fingers around my throat, squeezing tightly. "What the fuck are you wearing, slut? Who did 
you fuck?" 


| shook my head, digging my nails into his wrist. 

"N-no one." | choked. 

"Yeah? Then why are you dressed like a fucking street whore?" He hissed, loosening his grip slightly. 

‘| w-wanted to make you happy..please.." 

"You thought that dressing like a slut would make me happy?" 

"| know you like w-when | show skin. Please, daddy. D-don't hurt me." | begged. 

He dropped me to the floor, slapping me across the face. | whimpered, falling down. | held my cheek, looking up 
at him. | could taste blood in my mouth. He was high as fuck | could see it in his eyes. It's not his fault he's 


mad. It's the drugs. 


"I'm sorry. Please.l'm so sorry. lm so stupid" | whimpered. "I'll do anything. Please don't hurt me anymore. | 


love you." 


He kneeled down in front of me, roughly grabbing my chin. "I love when you cry. It makes you look so pretty." 


| didn't say anything. 


He then used his grip on me to slam my head into the wall. | just cried harder. It hurts. I'm so stupid. This is 
all my fault. | shouldn't have done this. | just wanted him to be happy. 


| tried to crawl away from him but he grabbed me by the back of my pants and dragged me back. He pulled 


my pants down and slapped my ass, before letting go of me. 
"Take your clothes off" He ordered. 


| slowly did what he said, ridding myself of the tight pants, fishnets, and vest. He sat there watching me the 


entire time. 

‘I'm sorry." | whispered 

He laughed. 

"You're sorry? No, honey, you're stupid” 

| looked at the floor. Its my fault he's so mad. | shouldn't have been so stupid. "I know." 
He sighed. “Just go to sleep. I'm too tired to do this now. I'll deal with you in the morning,” 


| nodded. | watched him lay down. | did the same as him, moving close to him. | want him to love me. | tried to 


hug him but he shoved me away. 
"Get the fuck off of me." 


| moved back to the other side of the bed, getting as close to the edge as | could When he goes to sleep, I'l 


just go downstairs. | annoy him enough. | may as well sleep on the couch. 


| can't believe | was this stupid. | should've know that he'd get mad. It's all my fault. I'm such an idiot. | can't do 
anything right. Why can't | just be good and make him happy like I'm supposed to. 


| silently cried, burying my face in the pillow. | hate myself. | just want to be good enough for him. I'm so lucky 
he actually puts up with me. | don't know why he does. | would've left years ago. | don't deserve him. 


"Go sleep in the fucking basement or something. | don't want to hear your crying." He growled. 
"Okay" | said after a moment. 


| got up, taking a thin blanket off of the end of the bed. | wrapped it around myself as | went downstairs. It 
was dark but | managed to find the basement door. | pushed it open and turned the light on, going down the 


flight of stairs. | don't like the basement. It's cold and dirty and scary but | want him to be happy. | don't want 


him to be mad at me anymore. 


| found the one empty corner that | usually go to when he tells me to come down here. | sat down, pulling the 


blanket tightly around myself. 
It wasn't very comfortable but this is where he wants me to be. 


| knew | wouldn't be able to fall asleep, so | just sat there. | don't know what time it is but I'll stay here until 
he comes and gets me. 


| hope he lets me go to the studio. | need to go. We have to record. We have to put this album out. If he does 


let me go, | know he'll wanna come. He doesn't like me being alone with the guys. 


woun 


l'm not sure how long | sat there, and | think | fell asleep briefly, but after many long hours | finally heard his 
footsteps coming down the stairs. | sat up and watched the staircase. | hope he's in a better mood. | hate when 
he's mad at me. 

He came down the stairs, coming over to me. | didnt say anything, not wanting him to get mad. 

"Why're you down here?" He asked, his words slurring slightly. 

"B-because you told me to come down here." | whispered. 

He looked mildly confused. "Why aren't you wearing clothes?" 

"You told me to take them off." 

"Oh. Well, go take a shower or somethin’. You gotta record shit today, don't you?" 

| nodded. "Y-yeah. You're letting me go today?" 

"Mhm. | don't got shit to do. I'll be with you." 

| nodded, standing up. He kissed the top of my head. | looked up at him. "I love you." 

He smiled, playing with my hair. 

How come he never says it back? | mean, | guess | don't really need him to. | know he loves me. | just wish he'd 


say it sometimes. It would probably make me feel a lot better. I'll ask him later. | don't want him to be mad at 


me for asking dumb questions. 


| headed up to my room, checking the time. | had to be there in 25 minutes. | don't have time to shower. 


| ran into the bathroom and fixed my hair a little before going to my closet. | grabbed a pair of jeans and a 
hoodie, not wanting a repeat of last night. 


Just then he entered the room, coming over to me. | stood in front of the mirror, fixing my clothes. He 


wrapped his arms around me, kissing my neck. 

"I'm assuming you don't have time to shower?" 

| nodded. 

"Okay. Come here. There's something | gotta do before we go." 


| followed him over to the bed, sitting down. He pulled a needle out of his pocket and took my arm. He rolled up 
my sleeve and pushing the needle into my skin | gasped softly. He released the brown liquid into my veins. 


| whimpered, leaning against him. 

"Good boy" 

He kissed me softly. 

"Daddy." | whined. It felt so good but at the same time it felt awful. 
"C'mon, we gotta go." 


He pulled me up and helped me down the stairs again | stumbled a little but | was okay. It's just because he's 
been giving me more than usual and I'm not used to it yet. It doesn't usually affect me like this. 


He took me out to the car and helped me get into the passenger seat. He closed the door, going around to the 


drivers side. Once he got in, | leaned my head on his shoulder. 

He started driving, handing me a small pill. "Take that.” 

"What is it?" 

"Don't worry about it. It'll help." 

| nodded and swallowed the pill, looking over at him. He's so hot. | love him. l'm so lucky. | love his hair. It's 


always so soft. It's this really pretty like ashy white-blonde color and it suits him perfectly. And | love his 


tattoos. He's got lots of them, more than me. | like the one he has on his face. It looks like jewels hanging down 


from his hair across his cheek and jaw. And both of his arms and hands are covered, and he's also got some 
on his back and stomach. He's like 6'4 and he's skinny but he's also got a lot of muscle. | don't know how | got 
so lucky. 

| didn't feel as tired and run down as | did a few minutes ago so | guess that's good 

He glanced over at me. "What're you looking at?" 

"You." | told him. 

"Why?" 

"Because | love you. A-and because you look like a god." 

He really is a god. Well, he's my god at least. He's so amazing 

He laughed. "I know, Im hot, aren't 1?" 

| nodded quickly. 

"Good boy" 

| smiled. | love when tells me that lm a good boy. It makes me feel good because | like making him happy. 
"Daddy?" 

yea 

"D-do you love me?" | asked quietly. 

"Mhm" 

We pulled into the parking lot of the studio. He parked the car and got out, me following behind him. 

"| gotta piss. You go on in" He told me. 

| nodded and headed inside. | found where the guys were and went inside. 

"Oh look who finally decided to show up." Vince spoke. 

| didn't say anything, 


"Just let it go." Tommy said. 


l'm surprised he isn't being the same way Vince was, judging by how he acted yesterday. 
"| just didn't feel good." | lied. 
They just nodded and went back to what they were doing before | came in. 


| felt a pair of hands on my hips, knowing that Damon was here. | smiled, leaning back against him. | saw 


Tommy roll his eyes. | don't understand why they don't like him. He's never done anything wrong. 
We sat down, me on his lap. "What are we doing today?" 


"Well, we got 3 songs almost finished yesterday. All we needed was our bass player." Vince told me. (A/N: idk if 
this is how recording works so we're just gonna pretend all of this is right) 


"Sorry. | can do it now." | said. "Which songs?" 
"Home Sweet Home, Smokin’ in the Boys Room, and Louder Than Hell.” Mick spoke up. 


| nodded and grabbed my bass. | got off of his lap and went into the room. They started playing the 
prerecorded track and | played along with it. 


That went on for the three songs. | came out of the room and they played what they'd recorded as | sat back 


on Damon's lap. 

We had started with Smokin in the Boys Room and that one sounded okay. Then he played Home Sweet Home. 
"| don't like it" Damon said. 

| like it. | think it sounds good. 

"Did we fucking ask?" Tommy snapped. 

"No. W-we can change it a little." | muttered. 

"| like it how it is." Vince said. 

"So do |." Tommy spoke, glancing back at me. 

Damon just shrugged. | kissed him softly, trying to keep him happy. | know he'll get mad at me for Tommy 
snapping at him. He hates Tommy. He thinks Tommy's trying to steal me from him. | don't know why he thinks 


that though. Tommy has a wife. Why would he want me? Besides, he should know | wouldn't leave him. | love 
him. 


My head is spinning. | know | played super shitty. | don't know why they think it sounds good. | think we're all so 
fucked up that anything sounds good right now. This record is gonna suck. 


Mick is surrounded by empty vodka bottles, Vince and Tommy are neck deep in cocaine, and I'm on heroin. | 


don't think it's that bad. We all have our issues. It's not bad 

They then played through Louder Than Hell. We all agreed that it was good 

"Alright, what song now?" Tommy asked 

"Can we do Keep Your Eye On The Money?" | said, looking over at him. 

eer 

They started to record Tommy did his drums first, establishing a beat for us to all go off of Next Mick went 
with his guitar. Next | went, and we had to start over a few times because | missed notes. This shit was 
fucking with my head. It made it hard to play right. 

Once | finally got it, | came out and Vince went in 

‘Nikki, baby, can | talk to you for a sec?" Damon said. "Alone?" 


| nodded and he pulled me out into the hall, around a corner, where the guys couldn't see. 


He shoved me up against the wall, holding me by the throat. "You better control him. If he gives me attitude 


one more fucking time, I'll kill him. Got it?" 
| nodded fast. 


He let go of me, reaching into his pocket. He pulled out another needle. | shook my head. "Daddy, no.!-I already 
can't play right.” 


"Shut the fuck up. You're lucky you're here." 


He grabbed my arm and forced my sleeve up. | tried to pull away a little but he slapped me. | fell against the 
wall, not fighting as he made me take the drug. 


| let a few tears fall, not saying anything else. | dont want it. 
He pulled the needle out and put it back in his pocket, before pulling my sleeve back down. "Go back." 


| nodded and made my way back to where the guys were. | stumbled and held onto the wall as | walked. 


| walked back in and sat down Vince was still singing. | didn't say anything. He came in behind me, sitting down 
next to me. | didn't look in his direction. | don't want him to be mad. 


Junkie 


Author's Notes: 
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The rest of the day went like that. | kept having to tell Tommy to leave Damon alone and | could tell that 


Tommy was getting pissed. l'm not sure if it was Towards me or towards Damon though. 


They all could tell that | was high too. | couldn't talk straight and | was having a hard time playing my bass. My 


head was spinning and my brain was all over the place. | couldn't even walk right. 

At this point, we were on our way home. It was silent. Neither of us said anything. He was pissed. He's gonna 
kill me when we get home. | could only imagine what he wants to do to me. It's all my fault. I'm so stupid. l'm 
so scared he's gonna leave me. | don't want him to leave. | can't live without him. | really can't. | need him. l'm 
scared he's going to leave me for someone better. Anyone would be better than me. 

The 20 minute car ride felt like 2 hours, and when we finally pulled into the driveway, he still said nothing. He 
got out of the car and came around to my side. He opened my door and grabbed onto my arm. | swallowed 


hard, whimpering as he dragged me inside the house. He brought me upstairs to the bedroom and threw me 


down on the bed. 
"I have to go. | have shit to do." He growled. "I'll deal with you when | get home." 


He grabbed a pair of handcuffs from the drawer and roughly took my wrist. He locked one cuff around my 
wrist, attaching the other end to the headboard of the bed. | stared up at him. 


"W-Wait-" 

"What?" He groaned 

"I! love you. Please don't leave me. | know | fuck up a lot but please... | whispered, breaking down into tears. 
He stared at me. ‘lm not fucking leaving you. | just have things to do. | don't want to see you right now" 


| frowned, looking down. Of course he doesn't want to deal with me. | pissed him off enough to make him not 


even want to be around me long enough to punish me for making him mad. I'm such a fuck up. 
"IIl do anything.please stay. | want you. | love you.” 


"| don't really care. | changed my shit around so you could go to your recording shit. Instead of selling all day, 


I'll be selling all night" 
"| can go alone..You don't have to come with me." 


He came back over, grabbing me by the hair. "I have to go with you. | don't trust you alone with them. And 


you know how | feel about Tommy. Besides you're a whore." 
He slapped me, dropping me back onto the bed. 
"I'm sorry." | muttered. "C-can | at least come with you?" 


"No." He growled. | watched him leave the room, hearing the sound of the front door slamming a few minutes 


later. 


| cried quietly. Why am | so fucking stupid? Why can't | just be good enough? | hate myself so much. | love him 
but all | do is fuck up. 


| buried my face in the pillow. I'm so lucky he stays with me and puts up with all of my shit. | wish | was 
better. l'm supposed to be there for my husband. I'm supposed to listen to him. But instead | just screw 
everything up. 


| don't know why he even married me in the first place. | don't deserve him. If | were him, | would've left a long 


ass time ago. 


| love him so much. He's my favorite person ever. He's the only one that's ever actually loved me for who | 
am. He isn't with me only for the sex and the money. He loves me. And Id do anything for him. Anything he 
asks me to do, I'll do, because | owe that to him for taking care of me and putting up with me. Yes, sometimes 
he hurts me but he does it for my own good. He needs me to know not to do dumb things. He needs to teach 
me not to talk back to him and to make sure | listen to him. He doesn't hurt me just to hurt me. He has a 
good reason. And he has every right to do it. The day | married him is the day | became his to do with as he 


pleased. | love him. | don't understand why no one else understands that. 
| closed my eyes. I'm so tired. | need to sleep. 


Maybe he'll be home when | wake up. 


nnn 


| opened my eyes, looking up at the ceiling. | blinked a little, turning my head to the side. My hand was still 
cuffed. | looked over to my other side, seeing him sleeping on the other side of the bed. | shifted a little closer, 
but | couldn't go any further because of the dumb handcuffs. | wanna cuddle with him. | frowned, using my 
other hand to reach for his. | managed to grab his hand. | just wanna feel him. | like his touch. It makes me 
feel sate. 


He groaned softly, rolling over. He was still asleep though, thankfully. | know he's tired so | don't wanna wake 
him up. He's probably gonna have to go back out today. Damon sells heroin. That's why he always has so much. 


He sells in Hollywood, around Melrose and Rodeo. He makes a lot of money, but | still make more. 


He moved around again, seeming to still be asleep. | pulled at the handcuffs again. The fact that he left me like 
this probably meant that he was still mad. | have to make him happy. | hate when he's mad at me. 


"Go back to sleep." He said. 
| jumped, having not realized that he had woken up. His eyes were still closed. 
"But I'm not tired anymore." 


"Fine." He said, sitting up. He grabbed my hand and undid the cuffs. "Go find something to do. Wake me up in 


half an hour." 
"Okay, daddy." 


| got up and walked down stairs, realizing that | was still in my jeans from yesterday. | don't really care though. 
| have to come up with a way to wake him up in the best way. | need to make him happy. Maybe I'll blow him. | 
know he likes that. Maybe he'll fuck me. He hasn't fucked me in a few days and | miss it. He's probably too 


tired, and too mad at me. 


| started up the coffee pot and went to go sit on the couch. | turned the tv on, letting the news play. | wasn't 
really watching it though. | found the news to be insanely depressing. Every time | turned it on, somebody else 
died, someone was at war with someone else, or some politician was corrupt. There was never anything good on 


the news. It just makes good background noise when its too quiet. 


| heard the coffee pot finish brewing the coffee, so | went back into the kitchen | poured myself a cup of 
coffee and sipped it slowly, trying not to burn my mouth. 


| took my coffee into the living room and sat back down on the couch. | put MTV on, switching between 
watching that and the clock. | wish | could just wake him up now but | still have like IO minutes. | want him. | 


love him so much. | want him to give me attention. I've been so bad the past few days and | need to make up 


for it. 


| put my cup down and headed upstairs. | wasn't gonna wake him up just yet, but | wanted to be by him. | 
made my way upstairs and laid back down on the bed. | watched him as he slept. 


| glanced at the clock, deciding it was close enough to the time he said to wake him up. | carefully crawled 
across the bed and moved the blanket aside. | unzipped his tight jeans, being as careful as | could. | don't want 
to wake him up just yet. | watched his face as | carefully pulled his pants down. | bit my lip, taking him into my 


hand. 


| hope he doesn't get mad. Maybe | don't want to do this. | don't want him to get mad. Last time | did 
something | thought he'd like he got mad. 


| think I'll just wake him up normally and then ask him to do this. 

| pulled the blanket back over him and climbed on top of him. "Daddy..lt's time to wake up." 

He groaned, stretching a little. 

"Why are you on top of me?" He asked. 

"l-I want you so bad" | told him. 

He smirked. "Yeah?" 

| nodded. | love the way his voice sounds when he just wakes up. It's all raspy and sexy and | love it. 
He pulled me down, kissing me. 

| whimpered, running my hands through his hair. 

"Why are my pants down?" He asked, grabbing onto my hair and pulling me away. 


Uh oh. | forgot about that part. "l-I was gonna wake you up b-but | didn't want you to get mad. P-Please don't 
get mad" 


‘I'm not mad. | probably would've preferred to wake up to that." He told me. "So, why don't you be a good boy 


and suck my cock, hmm?" 

| nodded, waiting for him to release me. 

He let go of my hair, allowing me to move down his body. | took him into my hand again, stroking him slowly. 
‘I'm sorry I've been so bad lately." 

"Well you can make up for it now." 


| nodded again, taking him into my mouth. | sucked softly on the head, swirling my tongue around the tip. | love 
the way he tastes. | bobbed my head slowly, trying to make him feel as good as possible. 


"You gonna ride me when you're done?" He asked. 


"Mhm." | replied, not taking my mouth off of him. He tangled his hand in my hair, pushing me down 


Its been too long since we've done this. | hate going more than a day without sex, because not only is it fun, 
but it puts him in a good mood. 


| looked up, meeting his eyes as | moved my head up and down. | moaned softly, gently dragging my teeth along 
his skin | pulled away, leaving small open mouth kisses along his shaft. | moved down, taking his balls into my 
mouth. | ran my tongue around them, sucking a little. | want him inside of me so bad, 


| moved back up and took him back into my mouth, taking as much as | could. He pushed my head down 
further. | choked a little but swallowed around him. | could feel spit running down my chin, but | didn't care. | 


know he likes when | look like a mess. 

| arched my back, making sure my ass was in full view. 

He pulled me off after a few seconds. | took a deep breath, looking up at him. | sat up on my knees, unzipping 
my sweatshirt that | still had on. | slipped it off of my shoulders and tossed it to the floor. He placed his 
hands on my hips, moving his fingertips along my ribs. | ran my own hands down my stomach and chest, slowly 
unbuttoning my jeans. | pushed the down as his hands moved to my ass. He squeezed and slapped my ass, 
pulling me down to kiss him. | moaned into his mouth when | felt his finger enter me. It felt so good. | missed it 


so much. 


He pushed his tongue into my mouth, kissing me roughly as he moved his finger in and out. | whimpered into 


the kiss, grabbing onto his hair. 


He pulled away, panting softly. | kissed his neck, sucking softly on his skin. | let out a breathy moan when he 
added a second finger, scissoring them. "D-daddy..fuck" 


"Come on, baby. Ride daddy." He said. "You know | love when you do that." 


| sat up, grasping his cock. | positioned it, slowly sinking down. | moaned loudly, staying still for a second. He 
placed his hands on my hips, thrusting up into it. 


"C'mon. Make daddy feel good. Make daddy proud." 


| bit my lip, placing my hands on his chest. | moved up and dropped myself down, moving my hips in circles in 
his lap. 


| whimpered softly, enjoying the way he felt inside me. | tried to pick myself up but it was too much. | was so 
overwhelmed by how he feels. | groaned, | could feel him so deep inside of me. 


He grabbed onto my hips, lifting me up, thrusting up into me. "Oh fuck." 


"Good boy. You're so right, baby." He said. "You're my perfect little whore, aren't you, princess?" 
| nodded, unable to form actual words. "Uh huh." 

He dropped me back down | let out a loud ery, digging my nails into his shoulder. 

He slapped my ass. "Let's go. 


| shakily lifted myself up, slowly moving up and down. | love riding him but I'm so bad at it. | doubt this is 


actually pleasurable for him. l'm going so slowly. 


| let out moan after moan, loving every second of this. He was so big. He hit that spot with every thrust, 


making feel like | was in absolute heaven. 


| gasped when he suddenly used his grip to flip us over. He held me beneath him, immediately beginning to 
thrust his hips and a rough and brutal pace. | wrapped my arms around his neck, raking my nails down his 


back. 

Oh god, did | miss this. He fucked me so good. He wrapped one hand around my throat, the other on my side. 
He tightened his fingers around my neck, cutting off my airway. My hands fell to my sides. | just laid there, 
limp, my mouth hanging open with small noises leaving every so often | didn't know how what to do. It was so 
good | couldn't even function. 


"You ready, slut?" He asked. 


| gave the smallest nod. | was ready. | wanted him to fill me up. Oh fuck, | hope he lets me cum. Sometimes he 


doesn't and it sucks. 


His cock brushed my spot with every movement. It was mind blowing. | feel like | haven't had sex with him in 


months and l'm in heaven. His thrusts sped up, getting deeper and harder as well. He was gonna cum. 


He moved his hand from my throat to my hair. He tangled his fingers in my already messy locks, tugging on it 
hard as his moments stopped short. | gasped as he filled me up. His cum felt so good inside of me. 


He pulled out, lying down beside me. 


Next thing | knew, he wrapped his fingers around my cock, moving his hand up and 


down. | whimpered. He never does this. | was so close already. 


It only took him a few seconds before | came all over his hand, arching my back as | did so. He held his hand 


out to me, watching slowly as | began to lick my own seed from his hand. 


"You look so cute when you're all fucked out" He told me. 
| didn't say anything. | didn't know what to say. | love him so much. 


He stood up slowly, walking into the bathroom. | watched him, wishing that he would have stayed with me. | 
heard the shower start up and the door close. 


| guess he's got to go work. And | guess I'll be home alone for the rest of the day. 


Anarchy 


He left a few hours ago, and | was bored as hell. My bass was beside me but | didn't really feel like playing it. | 
had no real inspiration | was watching MTV. They had Motley on. It was kinda surreal, to see myself on TV. So 
many people are watching this right now, seeing me, hearing my songs, my stories. | never thought I'd ever 
make it to this point. | couldn't have done it alone though. I'm so thankful for everyone in my life. Damon and 
Tommy and Mick, and even Vince. They all helped me get here. 

| was startled by a banging on the back door. | quickly got up, walking through the house. It was Tommy. 

| went up to the door and unlocked it, sliding it open just a little. "What are you doing here?" 

"We need to talk" 

| shook my head. Damon wouldn't want me to let Tommy in. 

"Nikki, It's important." 

| bit my lip. "Fine. But only for a few minutes." 


| opened the door up a little more so he could enter. 


He stepped inside, staring at me for a second. | watched as he reached into his pocket. He pulled out a tape, 
holding it up. "I wanna know what this is.” 


"Tommy, its a tape," | said, giving him a weird look. What did he think it was? Is he okay? 


"Yeah, no shit" He replied. "But | want you to watch it, and | want you to explain it to me because | can't seem 


to wrap my head around it" 
There was something in his voice, he sounded sarcastic almost. 


| took the tape from his hands and headed into the living room. | put the tape into the tv and sat on the couch 
as it began to play. 


It was just an empty hallway. It was a video of an empty hallway. | looked at Tommy. 
"Fuck" | whispered when | saw myself and Damon suddenly appear. 
This was the security camera footage from the studio yesterday. 


| watched as Damon held me against the wall and choked me. He slapped me and forced me to take the needle 


full of heroin, 

Fuck | didn't know there were security cameras. | don't know how to explain this to Tommy. He knew exactly 
what was going on He didn't need an explanation He wanted to torture me with this shit. This can't get out. No 
one will understand that he's not hurting me. | let him do it 

'l-L.Tommy, please don't let anyone see it" | begged. 

"| won't But if | see him touch you like that again, that videotape is going everywhere" 

| shook my head. "Tommy, get out. Go home. | don't want you here anymore. 

He stood up 

| started crying. "Get out! 


| don't want him here anymore. | don't want to talk to him. | don't want to see this or listen to his questions. 


"Fine, I'll go. But | want you to know that | didn't show you that to hurt you, | was trying to get you to open 
your eyes to this shit.” 


| pushed him away, grabbed the tape out of the player, and threw it at him. He caught it. 

| fell on the floor, crying. | don't want to see that. | don't want to see Tommy. 

| heard the back door open and then close again. | hope he stays away. 

Damon doesn't hurt me. It's so much easier to live through it than to watch it. Watching it makes it seem so 


much worse than it actually is. It's not that bad. He loves me. Tommy is wrong. Damon doesn't hurt me. He 


loves me. | love him. | won't let him lie to me. 


wvunu 


| heard the door open and | jumped up, off the couch, running over. As soon as Damon had come through the 


door, | hugged him tightly. 

He didn't do anything, “What the fuck is wrong with you?" 

"I'm sorry. l-l just had a bad dream | lied. "I thought you were gonna leave me a-and | got scared” 
If Tommy lets that video gets out, he will leave me. 


| let go of him and he immediately shoved me to the floor. | stared at him. Why was he so mad? What did | 


do? 
He walked past me, heading into the kitchen. | pulled myself up and followed after him. "Daddy?" 
He didn't answer. | didn't say anything else. 


| sat at the kitchen island, watching him get out a bottle of jack. He drank directly from the bottle, setting it 


down on the counter after a few seconds. 
He spun around fast, backhanding me hard. | fell from the stool to the ground, holding my cheek 

Tears fell down my cheeks as | stood back up. "Daddy, lm sorry." 

"Holy shit, do you ever shut up?" He growled. "Do you think | want to listen to your mouth all the time?" 

He left the room, making his way upstairs. "Please don't be mad" 

He turned around and shoved me back Next thing | knew, | was falling. | felt my body come in contact with a 
lot of sharp edges and objects. My head hit a lot of things too. It hurt so bad. | shut my eyes tightly. | finally 
stopped and | let out a small groan | couldn't even open my eyes. Everything hurt 

"D-daddy.?" | tried. 


| got no answer. 


| forced my eyes open, looking around me. My head was spinning, but | could tell that | was at the bottom of 
the stairs. 


| fell down the stairs. 
I'm sure he didn't mean for me to fall down the stairs when he pushed me. It hurts though. 


| rolled onto my side, pulling myself up to my hands and knees. | let out a small cry, immediately falling back 


down. | couldn't put any pressure on my left arm. | think it's broken. 


| tried to bend it, and it bent fine, but | couldn't move my wrist. It hurt so bad. I've had bones broken before 
but this seemed worse. It hurt worse. The most I've had broken is a finger and a few ribs. This is my whole 
wrist. | can't play bass like this. 'm so fucked. The guys are gonna be so mad. Tommy's gonna figure it out. | 


can say | fell, but he'll see right past the lie. 


| sighed, waiting on the floor at the bottom of the stairs. He'd come down in a few minutes. | just heard him 
moving around. | gotta tell him but | don't want him to get more mad. I'll just be careful with it and wait to tell 


him when he's in a better mood. 


| stayed in my spot, watching the top of the stairs. Why is he mad? Does he know Tommy was here? No, it 
couldn't be. If it was about Tommy, he would've said it. 


He appeared at the top of the stairs, coming down them. He looked directly at me, stopping in front of me. He 
reached down and grabbed me by my shirt. He pulled me back up the stairs and into the bedroom. 


He threw me down on the bed, climbing on top. He pinned me there, tightly gripping my wrists. | whimpered in 


pain and tried to get away from him. 
"Please, m-my wrist.” | trailed off, trying too hard not to cry. 


He always calms down when | break something. It doesn't happen too often but when it does, he's gentle with 


me. 
"Daddy, | think my wrist is b-broken." | whimpered. 
"Shut the fuck up." He growled. "If | hear you again, I'll break a lot more than your wrist." 


| froze up. He's never done that before. He usually calms down when | tell him | think somethings broken. He 


got angrier. 

What was he mad about? Did he know Tommy had been here? What did | do? 

I'm scared. | hope he doesn't hurt me more. | don't think | did anything wrong.. 

He slapped me again, wrapping his fist around my throat. | whimpered softly, clawing at his hand. 
Why is he so mad at me? 


"You're such a fucking whore." He growled. "Tell me why Tommy was here. | dare you to lie to me I'll snap 


your fucking neck" 

| swallowed hard. | was shaking. "H-he had a question about the record. lm not lying, l-1 swear.” 
"Yes, you are" 

| shook my head 


He grabbed my chin My breath caught in my throat. "| know you. Whenever you lie, you make sure to tell me 
that you're not lying." He tightened his grip. "I'll give you one more chance, Nikki. What was he doing here?" 


| stayed quiet for a minute. | really don't want him to know. He'll go after Tommy. | don't want him to hurt 


Tommy. | can't not tell him though. "H-he had a video he wanted me to see." 
"A video of what?" 


"It was from the security camera at the studio yesterday." | whispered. "F-from when you took me out to talk 


to me. 

He tensed. "Why did he show you?" 

"He threatened to release it if he ever saw you do anything like that to me a-again | begged him not to." 
He slapped me. "Why didn't you tell me there were cameras?" 

"l-I didn't know. They're new." | whimpered. 

"He's fucking dead." He growled, getting off of me. 

"Please don't hurt him." 

He grabbed me by my hair and dragged me off of the bed. "Let's go." 

He pulled me down the stairs and out the door, only stopping to put shoes on He brought me out the car, 
opening the back door and pushing me in | gasped, having landed on my wrist. He slammed the door, going 
around to the driver's side. He got in, starting the car. | cried quietly, sitting back and pulling my knees up to 
my chest. 

"Daddy, please don't hurt Tommy" | begged. 


"Shut the fuck up." 


He drove down the road, going a lot faster than he should've been. I'm so scared. | don't know what he's gonna 


do. | can't stop crying. | don't want him hurt Tommy. Tommy means well. He thinks he's helping. 


It was silent aside from my crying for the entire car ride. It felt like we were driving for hours but in reality, 


it was only like 10 minutes. 

He stopped in front of Tommy's house, getting out of the car. He opened the door and dragged me out. He 
grabbed onto my arm, pulling me up the driveway, up the steps, and to the front door. He banged on the door 
loudly, not stopping until it opened. 


"What the fuck?" Tommy yelled, throwing the door open. 


His eyes moved back and forth between us. He was silent for a few moments."Fuck." 


Spiral 


Author's Notes: 
sorry if this is bad. i wrote it after an Il hour nap and half a bottle of nyquil. it's also a little shorter than all 


of the other ones. 


Damon shoved Tommy to the ground, pulling his gun out of his pocket. | wiped at my eyes, trying to stop 
crying. He dragged me inside the house, slamming the door. He pointed the gun at Tommy. "Get up." 


Tommy got to his feet, slowly. He glanced at me, before looking back to Damon 
"Walk" He ordered, motioning with the gun. 


He grabbed my arm again, pulling me after him. We ended up in Tommy's living 


room, where he shoved Tommy down on the couch, before moving so that he was behind me. 
"Get on your knees.” He whispered, pressing the gun against my back. 
| shakily lowered myself to the floor, looking up at Tommy. 


Damon tangled a hand in my hair, hitting me hard in the back of the head. | groaned, the only thing keeping me 


from falling was his grip on my hair. 
Tommy visibly tensed. 


He pointed the gun at my head. Tears streamed down my cheeks. l'm scared. | don't want to die. | love him. I'm 


so stupid. Why did | let Tommy in? 
"Nikki, tell me again, what did he say?" Damon asked. 
'l-if he sees you h-hurt me again, he'd..he said he'd r-release the video.." | stuttered. 


Damon slapped me across the face, sending me to the floor. | held my cheek, staying where | was. "D-Daddy, 
please stop." 


He ignored me, stepping towards Tommy, aiming at his head. Tommy leaned forward, pressing his forehead to 


the barrel of the gun. 


"Give it to me." Damon growled. 


"Give what to you?" Tommy replied, smirking. 


"Don't play stupid." He spoke, turning to kick me in the side. "| know you have a soft spot for him. | know you 
don't want to see him get hurt." 


"You won't kill him." 
Damon laughed, kicking me again. "You think | won't" 
| sobbed loudly. holding my side. 


"If you kill him, you lose access to his money." Tommy spoke. "You'll beat him half an inch from death, but 
you'll never kill hin. 


Damon placed his boot on my wrist. 


"This wrist is broken" Damon stated, pressing his foot down. | screamed. "Now his ribs are broken. What should 
we break next, hmm?" 


Tommy released a long breath. He squatted down in front of me, grabbing my chin 

"How about your pretty little face?" He said, just a split second before his fist came in contact with my face. 
| fell back down, spitting blood on the floor. 

Why is he doing this? What did | do wrong? Why is he so mad at me? | dont know what to do. 

Tommy looked away. 

He kicked me over and over again, 

"Give me the fucking tape" Damon growled 


"No. That tape is going everywhere. Everyone will see what you do to him" Tommy spoke. "They'll see how you 
hit him, and drug him. They'll see how abusive you are." 


| dare you to leak that tape. You'll never see him again. No one will." 
"You'll be charged with murder." 
"There's no proof." 


"There's this tape and all of the ones at your house. They'll be enough to get them to investigate you. 


Everyone knows that if something happens to Nikki, itll have been your fault 

| pulled myself up, watching them. 

"Where's the fucking tape?" Damon yelled 

He pressed the gun to my head, cocking it. 

"Give it to me or lIl shoot him“ 

Tommy didn't say anything 

Next thing | knew, he moved the gun, pointing it straight down | heard it off just a split second before | felt a 
white hot flash of pain in my thigh. | screamed. It felt like nothing I'd ever felt before. He moved the gun back 
to my head 


"Fuck! Fine! It's in my car." Tommy replied. 


| sat there, sobbing. There was blood everywhere. | didn't know what to do. There's so much blood. It felt numb. 
| need to go to the hospital. | jumped when | felt hands on me. 


"Fucking hell, Nikki. I'm sorry. | shouldn't have let him get to this point” It was Tommy. 

He was trying to help, | think, but | couldn't really see straight or think clearly. 

"You need to get to a hospital. You're losing a lot of blood" 

"W-where's Damon?" 

"In my car, | think" 

He was pressing down on my leg. It hurt. "Tommy, stop." 

"Get the fuck away from him." | heard Damon say. 

"He's gonna bleed out, you fucking retard." 

"Ill deal with it" He grabbed Tommy and pushed him aside. He stared at Tommy pointing the gun at him again 
‘I'm gonna tell you this, and I'm only going to say it once. Stay away from Nikki. He's mine and mine only. Don't 
talk to him, don't look at him, don't even fucking think about him. | won't hesitate to end your miserable 


existence." 


Damon walked over, lifting me into his arms. He carried me outside, lying me in the back seat of our car. He 


took his jacket off, tying it around my thigh. "Keep that there." 
| nodded, leaning my head back. It hurt so bad. 


He got in the car, starting it. "I'm sorry | had to do that. | had to get my point across. We're going to the 
hospital, baby. Il be okay.” 


| knew some of that was punishment for lying to him earlier. It was my fault. I'm an idiot. | shouldn't have let 


Tommy in the house earlier. It wasn't worth this. Im not mad at him though. | love him. 
Its gonna be okay. 

We're almost to the hospital. t's not far. 

Im so dizzy. | feel so sick My leg was throbbing 


The car stopped and Damon picked me up. My vision was going in and out of focus as Damon carried me into 


the emergency room. | couldn't focus on anything. | held onto him as tightly as | could. 
| felt him put me down. 

He was talking to someone. 

There were hands on me. 


"The bullet stuck his femoral artery. If we don't act fast, he'll bleed out" | heard someone say. "He's already 
lost a lot of blood" 


| closed my eyes. 

Damon's hand grasped mine. We we're moving. 

"Sir, what did you say happened?" A woman was speaking now. 

"He was waiting outside while | was in a store. l-I came out and he was on the ground. Is he going to be okay?" 


Everything and everyone was moving so fast. | feel so dizzy. | closed my eyes. | need to sleep. It hurts. | don't 
want to die. | love Damon. This is all my fault. | don't blame him for shooting me. | would've too. | was stupid. 


| lightly squeezed his hand, needing to know that he was still there. | know he's still mad at me but I'm scared. | 
don't wanna die. 


| couldn't make out what anyone was saying. My head was spinning. Someone put something on my face. | tried 


to move away but | couldn't open my eyes. 


| suddenly got really tired. | stopped fighting them. I'm scared. 


Baby, Seasons Change 
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Tommy's POV 
He's gone way too far this time. He fucking shot Nikki. 


| ran my hands through my hair. | fucking hate that piece of shit. | don't know why Nikki can't see what's 
wrong with him. Why can't Nikki see that anyone's better than Damon..that I'm better than Damon. | could 


never tell him how | feel. He'd tell Damon and Damon would hurt him. 


| sighed. | don't even care that he came here and attacked me. I'm fine, but Nikki isn't. 'm worried about what 
he might be doing to Nikki right now. Yeah, Nikki is at the hospital, but there's still so many things he could be 
doing. 


| wanna fucking kill him. He's usually careful about how he treats Nikki when he's in public or around the rest 
of us. I've never seen him do anything like that in front of someone. The most he's done is snap at Nikki or call 


him a name. 


l'm worried about Nikki's safety. Damon is obviously getting worse. 


nnn 


Nikki's POV 


| was sitting on hospital bed, playing with a loose string on the sheets. I'd woken up a few hours ago but | 
haven't seen Damon. | miss him. | want him to be here, but he's probably busy. 


There was a cast on my hand, going down to the middle of my forearm. It was annoying. And itchy. My thigh 
had stitches and was bandaged. | couldn't really feel that though. | felt something on my nose, but | couldn't 
see it, and | could tell there were stitches in my lip. My ribs were covered in dark purple bruises, but | 


couldn't really feel anything. They just have me on some sort of pain killer. 


| scratched at my arm. | need to shoot up. It's been way too long. Whatever they had me on was working for 


now but I'll have to ask Damon when he comes. | hope he comes soon 


There was nothing on the tv and | had nothing to do. l'm so bored. l'm hungry and | wanna go home. 


| laid down, pulling the blanket over my body. Its cold in here. 


| wish | had someone to talk to. | wanna talk to Tommy and tell him I'm sorry but | don't want Damon to get 
mad. 


You know, maybe Tommy is right. Maybe Damon isn't good. He shot me. He's never done anything like that 
before. He did say sorry. But he still shot me. He's broke bones before but he's never shot me or even 
threatened to do it. 

Fuck it. | grabbed the phone off of the table next to the bed and dialed Tommy's number. 

| listened to it ring for a few seconds before he picked up. "Hello?" 

"Tommy?" | spoke. 

"Shit, Nikki. Are you okay?" 

"Yeah. l-l'm in the hospital though." 

"| figured as much." He said. 

We were both quiet for a few moments. “Im sorry." 

"Don't apologize to me. You did nothing wrong.” 

| shouldn't have said anything." 

‘Its not your fault." He said. 

| sighed. "l-I think you're right..about Damon H-He's not good..” 

"No, he's not" 


"| love him though." 


"I know." Tommy spoke. "But it's good that you finally see that he's not who you think he is. Its only a matter 
of time before he kills you. He shot you, Nikki. You need to be careful." 


"| don't wanna leave him..." 
‘| understand that, but- just be careful, Nikki. I'll talk to you later, okay?" 


"Okay. Bye." | said, hanging up the phone. 


| put it back on the table. | looked out with window. 

Would Damon really kill me? | doubt it. He loves me. | think | don't really know anymore. The more | think about 
it, the more | understand what Tommy means. Whenever | say | love you, he never says it back. And he's the 
reason | have this god fucking awful addiction. | mean, it's not really his fault though. He just gave it to me. | 
kept taking it. Well, the first time it happened, | let him shoot me up. He wanted me to try it. Then the second 
time, | asked him for it because | liked it. It's my fault, really. He just gives me the supplies. 


At that moment, Damon came into the room. He looked at me and sat down. "I just spoke to the doctor. He said 


you can come home today as long as everything is okay. Someone will be in soon to check on you." 


| nodded. (A/N: i don't know if i've said this before but appearance-wise, Damon looks kinda like Machine Gun 


Kelly, but like, more muscular. Does that make sense? idk??) 

He sat there, staring into space for a few. | tugged on his sleeve. He looked over, raising an eyebrow. 
"Daddy." | whined, scratching at my arm. "l-l need it.” 

"I can't give it to you here. They'll notice it. As soon as we get in the car, you can have it" 
| nodded. | guess | can wait. I've already waited a while so what's a little longer? 

He reached up, messing with my hair. | leaned into his touch, holding onto his hand. 
"Daddy?" 

"Yeah?" 

"| love you." | said. 

"| know." 

| wish he would say it back. Just once. It's all | need. 

He was quiet for a few, before he spoke up. "Where are all of our tapes?" 

"Um, some are in the office and some are in the basement." 

"We need to find a better place to put them." He spoke. 


"Because of Tommy?" 


He nodded. "| want you to stay away from him, Nikki. He's bad for you. He's trying to take you away from me 
and | won't have that. | will kill him." 


"| know. km sorry. -tll stay away from him’ 

"Good boy" 

Just then, a doctor came into the room. "Mr. Sixx?" 

He held out his hand and | shook it with my good one. "Hi 


"We just want to check your vitals and whatnot and then you can go home. A nurse will be in to do that in a 


moment. | just wanted to go over some stuff with you. ls that okay?" 
| nodded. 


"Okay, so, you do have 3 broken ribs, but there's nothing we can do about that. | advise that you keep moving 


around to a minimum while they heal. No heavy lifting." He explained. 
"Okay." 


"You were shot in the leg, and it's a good thing that your husband got you here as fast as he could. The bullet 
struck your femoral artery and you'd lost a lot of blood. We almost lost you. But, it's not a bad wound. It'll 
heal in a few weeks. We're going to give you crutches, because | don't recommend trying to walk on it too 


much." 
| nodded again. 


"And your wrist is broken, as you can probably tell. That should heal up with no issue. It'll take about 4 weeks. 
Other than that, you had minor injuries. Your nose was broken but that should heal relatively easily and your 
lip was split open pretty badly, so we stitched that up. You're gonna be okay though." 


NNN NNN 


We walked through the front door of the house. | jumped a little when Damon slammed the door. | turned to 
look at him. Is he mad? Did | do something wrong? 


He didn't say anything. He just walked into the kitchen. | followed after him as fast as | could. These fucking 
crutches are hard as fuck to use. | don't like them, but my leg hurts like a bitch. 


When | got to the kitchen, he was sitting at the island, drinking straight from a bottle of Jack Daniels. | went 


over by him, leaning my head on his shoulder. "I love you." 


"Mhm." He replied, pushing me away. 

| sat on the stool next to him, being careful not to hit my leg on anything. 

"Can | have some?" | asked. 

| don't care what you do." 

| picked the bottle up from where he'd set it down and took a small sip. 

"Are you mad at me?" 

"No, but | will be if you don't shut the fuck up." He snapped. 

| immediately shut my mouth. | don't like when he's mad. | hope he doesn't hurt me. I'm already hurt. 


| drank from the bottle, not saying anything. | wish he would be nice to me. | wanna hug him. He'd get mad if | 


hugged him. He says I'm annoying. | don't wanna be annoying. 


| got up, making my way into the living room. It was a little tough but | managed. | don't wanna bother him. | 


hate when he's mad. 


| sat on the couch, just staring off into space. | didn’t feel like watching tv and | can't play my bass. | can't 
draw or paint of take pictures either. There was nothing to do. | couldn't listen to music because | don't think 


he's in the mood to listen to anything. 
| want him to come hold me. | miss him. He's been in a bad mood so much lately and | wanna make him happy. 


| heard his footsteps and | looked over to see him heading up the stairs. | got up as quickly as | could and 
followed after him. | don't know what I'm gonna do yet, but | have to do something. 


| followed after him slowly. Getting up the stairs was harder than | thought it would be. | ended up having to 
crawl up the stairs and drag the crutches after me. | made it up the stairs and used the railing to pull myself 
up. | made my way into the bedroom, seeing him sitting on the bed. He had his arm tied off with his belt and 
was in the process of pushing the needle into his vein. | need some. | had some when we got in the car but | 


need more. Everything is starting to hurt. 


| went over to him, making sure | was being quiet. | don't wanna upset him. He looked at me, and then looked 


back down at what he was doing. 
| stayed there until he finished, waiting for him to acknowledge me. 


It was a few minutes before he said anything. "Sit down. On the floor.” 


| did what he said, sitting down in front of him. 


| watched as he pulled something out of his pocket. He held it up, showing it to me. | frowned. It was a shock 


collar. 


| looked at him and then back to the collar. Why did he have it? What was he gonna do with it? We don't have 
a dog. 


"You're gonna wear this for me. Got it?" 
"W-why?" 


He quickly grabbed onto my hair, pulling me close. "Because it seems that you've forgotten your place." He 
growled. "Maybe a litle pain will help you learn" 


| swallowed hard. 

He wrapped the thing around my neck, securing it tightly. He dropped me back onto the floor. 

| touched it, frowning. | don't like it. | watched him grab a small remote thing off of the nightstand. He pressed 
a button on it and | was immediately flooded with pain. | screamed, grabbing at the collar. It hurt. | could feel it 


throughout my whole body. 


Then it stopped as quickly as it started. | stared up at him, panting softly. "Please don't. I-I'll do anything. I'm 


sorry. 


"Sorry ain't gonna cut it this time, baby. 


Reverse 


He grabbed me by the hair and threw me onto the bed, pinning me down. He held both of my wrists with one 
hand, moving the other one down my body. | whined softly. He was hurting my wrist. | tried to pull away, but 
he just slapped me. 

He pushed down the pants | had on, squeezing my thigh. 

"D-daddy, please don't do this." | whimpered. 


"Shut up." He growled. "If | hear a single sound come out of your mouth, I'll beat your fucking ass." 


| bit my lip, trying my hardest to do what he wanted as he ran his hands over my body. | didn't want this. | 
like sex, but | get scared when he gets like this. 


He flipped me onto my stomach, pulling my ass up. He tugged my pants down a little more, pushing my shirt 
up to expose my back 


"Do not fucking move." 
| nodded quickly. 


| grabbed the pillow, hiding my face in it. | cried quietly, trying to make sure he didn't hear. | hate when he 


gets this rough. | wish he would be gentle with me, just once. 


He dug his nails into my hips, pulling me against him. He began to grind against me, his jeans creating an 


uncomfortable friction against my bare skin 
He let go of me for a moment and | heard the sound of his jeans being unbuttoned and unzipped. My breathing 
sped up as | waited for what was to come. | knew it would feel okay but it hurts at first. Especially when he's 


this mad. 


| dug my nails into the bed as | felt him against me, beginning to push in. | bit down on the pillow to keep 


myself from making a sound. 
tll feel okay in a minute. It's just been a little while is all 
He didn't give me any time to adjust to him. He began to move at a harsh and fast pace. 


All of a sudden, | collapsed on the bed, a sharp flash of pain coursing through my entire body. | groaned and 
clawed at the collar, trying my hardest to get it off. | hurt. | don't want it. 


He slapped my ass. "I told you not to fucking move." 


| tried to stay as still as possible, panting loudly. | felt him moving inside of me. It didn't hurt anymore. | didn't 
really feel anything. My entire body was numb. Which | guess is good. | don't know. 


He grabbed onto my hair, pulling my head up. He sunk his teeth to my neck as | felt him fill me. | bit my lip so 
| didn't cry. | hate when he's like this. 


He dropped me on the bed, pulling out and moving away from me. | slowly curled into a ball, staying away from 


him so he didn't get mad. It hurt so bad. 


| know | fucked up. l'm so stupid. | deserve it. | hate myself so much. | wish | was just able to be a good 


husband. | want him to love me as much as | love him. 
"Sit up." He ordered. 
| did what he said, turning around and looking at him. 


He had a needle in his hand. It looked like it had almost double what was usually in it, but | didn't say anything 
as he grabbed onto my good arm. He tied his belt around it, searching for a vein in my arm. It took a few 
minutes, considering most of my veins have collapsed at this point. He pushed it into my skin, pushing the 


plunger down. 


| groaned softly, falling back onto the bed My eyes rolled back into my head, and | just laid there. | dug my 
nails into the bed, panting softly. It felt so good. It was euphoric. | couldn't move. 


"Don't lay on your back, dipshit" 


| nodded slowly and tried to roll myself onto my side. | could barely move so he ended up rolling my over. | 
curled back into a ball, hugging my knees as close to my chest as | could without hurting myself. | wanted to 


sleep but | felt like | couldn't. | don't think I've ever had this much at once. Definitely throughout the day, but 


never at once. 


Next thing | knew, my body was filled with a flash of pure, burning pain. He shocked me again. | was too fucked 
up to scream so | just laid there. | didn't know what to do. It hurt 10 times worse with the drugs in my 
system. | felt like | was on fucking fire. No, I've been on fire before and it didn't even burn like this. This was 
worse than fire. It felt like it never ended. It went on for hours | swear to fucking god. But the entire time, | 
couldn't do anything. | forgot how to move, how to scream, how to do anything but lie there. 


But eventually it stopped. | finally found the ability to roll over. It turns out that Damon passed out on top of 


the remote. 


Maybe it did go on for hours and it wasn't just the heroin fucking with my sense of time. 


| lifted my shaky hands and fucked with the collar but | couldn't get it off. | needed it off. It hurt. | started 
crying, giving up on getting rid of it. 


| rolled off the bed, falling onto the floor. | groaned softly, pain shooting up my leg. | couldn't manage to pull 
myself up to my feet, so | just crawled into the bathroom. It was a little harder with my hand in a cast, but | 
made it. | leaned over the toilet and pushed two fingers down my throat. | don't know why | did it, but It 
sounded like a good idea. Within a few seconds, | threw up everything I'd consumed in the last day or so, which 
wasn't much. 

| collapsed onto the floor, moving my body into the corner. | closed my eyes, taking a few deep breaths. 

| glanced up when Damon walked into the bathroom. He didn't say a word to me as he came in and picked me 
up. He carried me back to the bed and grabbed my arm. | didn't have the strength to fight him as he pushed 


another needle into my arm. | whimpered. There was nothing | could do. 


| don't know why he was giving me so much. | closed my eyes, trying hard to fall asleep. | felt so tired. | just 
laid there and stared at the wall. | felt sick. | couldn't move. 


At some point, Damon got up and left. | didn't sleep. | just laid there and stared at the wall all night. 
It wasn't until late afternoon that | was able to move. | got out of bed and got the crutches. 
| made my way downstairs without falling and sat down on the couch. | turned on the ty, putting the news on 


They were talking about the weather and how someone died in the city. Then my picture was on the screen. | 


tried to focus on it. 

"Late Wednesday night, Motley Crue's Nikki Sixx was attacked in downtown Hollywood while waiting outside an 
store for his husband He was taken to the hospital with multiple broken ribs, a broken wrist, and a gunshot 
wound to the leg. He sustained multiple other minor injuries." She spoke. "He was released for the hospital 
yesterday afternoon and is expected to make a full recovery.” 

So that's what Damon told them? | was attacked? Well, | guess that works. 

| jumped when the phone started ringing. | picked it up, almost dropping it. | put it up to my ear. "Hello?" 


"Where are you?" It was Tommy. 


"Home. | think" | muttered. 


"You think?" 

"Mhm" 

"lm coming over." He said. 

"No! Y-you can't. Please." 

"Why?" 

"Because Damon doesn't want you around me. Please don't make him mad again" | spoke. 


He sighed. "Fine. But Vince wanted me to remind you that we have an interview for MTV tomorrow morning. 


Eleven. You have to be there. You cannot miss it, no matter what Damon says." 

"Okay. I'll be there." 

| have to really be good for Damon tonight. | need him to let me go. | can't miss an interview that big. 

"IIl talk to you later." | said. 

"Alright" He said. "Nikki?" 

"Mm?" 

"Stay safe." 

"| will" | said, hanging up the phone. 

| sighed, not really knowing what to do. | wanna clean but | don't have the energy. But | know Damon would be 
happy if | cleaned. He likes when the house is clean, but he'll never clean it himself. | used to do it a lot but | 
just don't anymore. 

The house is a fucking disaster. There's dirty clothes and dishes all over, and there broken and used needles on 
the floor. There's cigarettes butts and burn marks on the carpet, along with the occasional bloodstain. The 
trash is piling up, and there's dents in the walls. The ashtray on the coffee table is full and has been for a 
while. And upstairs is worse. Our bedroom floor, especially the closet, is covered in dirty clothes, needles, 
empty baggies, bent spoons, lighters, and all kinds of other drug related things. There's broken glass on the 


floor in the kitchen, along with empty liquor bottles everywhere. 


It's been months since | cleaned. | need to clean. Fuck it. | don't care. I'm going to clean the house and then I'm 


going to go sit in the backyard. We have a pool, but that's dirty too. 


| went into the downstairs bathroom where we keep the cleaning supplies. We used to use it when we threw 
parties, but our last party was almost a year ago. It's probably the cleaned room in the house because it 


never gets used anymore. 
We're usually locked in the bedroom anyway, so if we need a bathroom, we just use the one in our room. 


| opened the cabinet and grabbed a bottle of straight bleach, a bottle of glass cleaner, some paper towels and 
a garbage bag. | don't even know how old any of this stuff is but like, whatever. 


Ill start with the rug, because that's probably the hardest. The rug used to be white. Now it was sorta yellow 
and dirty. 


| mixed the bleach with water and found a brush thing, beginning to scrub at the carpet until it started 
turning white again. Judging by the size of the room, it should take about an hour to clean it all 


| cleaned the carpet, picking up trash and whatnot along the way. Then | cleaned the table and dusted stuff off, 


ignoring the pain in my leg. 


| moved around the house, cleaning stuff as best | could. | gathered all of the dirty clothes and threw them in 
the washing machine that | honestly forgot we had. | cleaned up all of the baggies and needles and the other 
things, leaving all of the floors spotless. 


| made my way into the kitchen and got rid of the all of the broken dishes and empty bottles. The only thing | 


couldn't do was the dishes because | can't get my cast wet. 

It took a few hours but | was eventually done. It would probably be dirty again in a week but whatever. | 
grabbed a blanket off of the couch and walked out to the backyard. We had chairs | could sit in, but | wanted 
to lay on the grass. 

| put the blanket on the ground. Damon likes when | lay naked. Well, he used to always make me strip down 
when we were outside, so | guess he likes it. | used to do it a lot, but | don't really go outside anymore. No one 
can see because we have a gated wall thing around the house. 


| took my shirt off along with my pants and laid down. | closed my eyes. 


Damon's gonna be so happy. 


Entertain Me 


Author's Notes: 
sorry the last 2 have been kinda crappy. i've been a little busy and whatnot 


"-wake up. Jesus christ, Nikki." 
| opened my eyes, immediately covering them back up. Why the hell is it so bright? 
"Nikki." 


| moved my hand away, seeing Damon standing above me. | gasped and jumped up before he could say anything 
else. | kissed him, running my hands through his hair. 


He kissed back but pulled away after a second, 
"Hi, daddy." | spoke. 
"Hey, babe." 


He grabbed my ass, hooking one finger under my chin to make me look up at him. He leaned in, kissing my neck 


before | felt his breath on my ear. 

"What do you want?" He whispered 

"W-what do you mean?" 

"Drop the goddamn act. You cleaned the house and your lying out here butt ass naked. What do you want?" 
'N-nothing.” 


"Don't piss me off. I'm in a decent mood. The longer you go without telling me, the closer you get to not 
getting whatever it is." He told me. 


| swallowed hard. "l.l have an MTV interview t-tomorrow morning a-at eleven and l-l can't miss it. Daddy, 


please let me go. I'll do anything." | said. "But i-if you say no, | understand" 
"You can go on one condition" He smirked. 


"What?" 


"You have to stay just like this." He said. "As long as you're in this house, for the next week, you will be just 
like this." 


| nodded fast. | have no issue being naked around the house. Even if it is at every moment for a week straight. 


| can't miss the interview. | hugged him. "Thank you daddy. | love you." 
He nodded. "There's something | need you to do though." 
"What is it?" 


‘lm having a few people over tonight, so I'm sending you to the store to buy food" He began. "I'm going to 
send you alone, so don't make regret that decision I'm going to give you a list and you are going to get only 


what is on that list. Nothing else. Got it?" 
| nodded fast. 
"Go get dressed." 


| grabbed the crutches and made my way upstairs. | threw on a baggy hoodie and some jeans. | needed the 
hood to be able to cover my face because it gets so annoying when people come up to me whenever l'm in 


public. 


| struggled a little getting back downstairs but | managed, making my way into the kitchen where Damon was 
writing something on a piece of paper. He handed it to me, pulling me close for a second. "Don't piss me off. If 


you behave, I'll give you something to eat tonight” 
| nodded. "I'll be good. | promise." 


He kissed me roughly, before releasing me. He slapped my ass as | went to go look for my car keys. My left 
leq was the one that was fucked up so driving shouldn't be a problem. How do | put crutches in a car though? 
| mean, | think | can go with out them. My leg is feeling better. | set the crutches against the wall by the door. 
| don't want them. They get in the way. I'll be fine. 


| grabbed my keys and walked out the door, limping a little. | got to my car and got in the drivers seat. I'm so 


happy he's letting me go alone. | haven't gone anywhere alone in so long. | love him so much. 


| started the car and backed out of the driveway, heading to the nearest grocery store. It wasn't very far 


away, only like 5 minutes. 


| pulled into the parking lot, and turned the car off, putting the keys in my pocket. Before | got out of the car, 
| slipped on a pair of oversized sunglasses and pulled the hood over my head. | got out of the car and slowly 
walked inside, keeping my head down 


| pulled the list out of my pocket. He needed chips, beer, pasta, vodka, a whole cheesecake, and eggs. | don't 


know what he plans on making, since neither of us know how to cook, but whatever. 

| looked up, freezing up. Fucking Tommy and Heather were here. | don't want them to see me. | don't want to 
talk to Tommy because Damon will know and | don't want Damon to get mad. | quickly went down the nearest 
aisle, getting out of their sight. | had to find everything. 

| found a cart thing and pushed it around, making sure | didn't run into Tommy. | don't want to deal with it. 

| found the chips first, throwing them into the cart. | grabbed a few kinds because he wasn't specific in what 
he wanted. | looked around more. | haven't been here in so long and | don't remember where everything is 


anymore. 


| walked around the store, keeping my head down | made my way to the cold aisles so | could grab the eggs. | 
wonder why he wants a whole cheesecake. He doesn't even like cheesecake. | think. 


| put the eggs in the cart and went on to look for the alcohol aisle. 
"Nikkil" | heard. 

Fuck. | pretended like | didn't hear him and kept walking. 

It was a few moments before | heard footsteps coming up next to me. 
"Nikki-" 

| quickly turned to him, cutting him off. "No." 

He looked confused. "What did | do?" 

"Shh. Go away." | muttered. 

"Nikki-" 

If you want me at that interview tomorrow, you'll leave me alone.” 
He didn't get to respond. Heather came over. "Oh, hi, Nikki... 

| gave a small nod. She doesn't like me and | don't like her. 


"Nikki was just leaving, babe. He has shit to do, so let's finish our shopping." 


She nodded and they walked him off. | let out a breath | didnt know | was holding. That was close. | hope Damon 
doesn't get mad about that. 


| quickly found everything else | needed to get before leaving the store as fast as | could. Thank fucking god no 


one else recognized me. 


| went out to my car, put all of the things inside and got in My leg was starting to hurt at this point, but 


there wasn't much | could do about it. 
| raced home. | wanted to be fast so Damon would be happy. 


| parked in the driveway and got out of the car with the bags. | carried them inside and placed them in the 
kitchen 


Damon was on the couch. He was watching something on the tv. | went over, just standing there. | don't want 


him to get mad if | interrupt anything. I'll wait for him to notice me. 

| stood there for a few minutes before he looked up at me. He raised an eyebrow, looking me up at down 
That's when | realized that | still had clothes on. | quickly unzipped the hoodie and let it fall to the floor before 
| slipped my pants of. 

"Good boy." He said. 

| sat down on his lap, kissing him softly. He tugged on my hair a little, pulling me away. 

"Did you get everything | wanted?" 


| nodded. 


"Alright" He said. "You can either stay down here and entertain everyone, or | can lock you in the bedroom for 


the night. It's your choice." 
"H-how many is everyone?" 
"3 people." 


| don't really wanna be around people, and | know Damon will make me stay naked, but | don't wanna be all alone. 


| wanna make him happy though. "I-l stay here." 
| don't really know what he means by entertain, but I'll do whatever he wants. 


He nodded. He handed me a needle and pointed towards the corner. "Go sit over there and do that. Don't move 


until | say so." 


| moved over to the corner, sitting on my knees. | searched the back of my hand for an easy vein, not finding 
one until | made a fist. | shot up and dropped the needle to the floor, leaning back against the wall. 


| groaned softly, enjoying the feeling of the drug burning in my veins. 
| only say there for a few minutes before the doorbell rang. 


"Nikki, get the goddamn door!" 


| got up quickly, stumbling a little. | made my way to the door, throwing it open. There were 3 guys, all skinny 
and tall, and all definitely junkies or dealers. 


They stared at me. | pushed my hair out of my face. "He uh..um, inside.." | slurred, moving out of the way So 


that they could enter. 


| looked down, having forgotten that | was naked. Oops. | went back to the corner I'd been sitting in before, 
pulling my knees up to my chest: 


| could hear them talking in the kitchen 

"Damn bro, | will never get how you got yourself that one.” One said 

"He's a pain in my ass most of the time, but | guess he ain't too bad" | heard Damon reply. 
"| dont know man. | think I'd deal with a pain in the ass if their that hot" 

Damon laughed. "Nikki! You have 3 seconds to get in here!" 

| got up as fast as | could, running over to him and almost falling 

"What the fuck is he on?" Another one asked 


"Smack." Damon told him before looking to me. "After you're interview tomorrow, I'm taking you to get your 


nipples pierced." 

"Okay." | said. There was nothing else | could say. 

Damon slapped my ass. | jumped a litle, looking down at the floor. 
"I have something for you." 


| tilted my head, not trusting myself to talk. 


He held up a small baggie of what looked like coke. My eyes widened. | wanted it so bad 
"You want it?" 

| nodded. 

"Suck my cock" 

| dropped to my knees, grabbing onto the counter for support. 


| haven't had coke in so long. | missed it so much. It's like the opposite of heroin He doesn't really let me have 


it anymore. 
| unbuttoned his jeans and looked up at him. | ignored the fact that there were 3 other guys around me. 


| don't like this but he wants to impress his friends | guess. He wants to show them how | am. | guess this is 


what he meant by entertain. 


| pulled his jeans down a little. He wasn’t wearing boxers. | took his cock into my hand, planting small kisses on 


the tip. | met his eyes, searching for his approval. | want him to be happy with me. 


| took his tip into my mouth, sucking softly. | kept my eyes on his as | took him deeper. | bobbed my head up 
and down, trying not to fall over in my drugged out state. 


"Holy shit, dude." 


He placed a hand on the back of my head, pushing me down. | gagged but quickly recovered, going back to what 
| was doing. 


| coughed a little, spit running down my chin. 


"Good boy." 


Breakdown Baby 


| sat on the bed, watching Damon pull a shirt on. We were getting ready to leave for the interview. | was so 
happy he was letting me go. But | wasn't too excited for where we were going next. | don't really wanna get my 
nipples pierced, but he really wanted it and | really wanted to make him happy. 

Last night was scary. | didn't like it, but | still did everything they said. | needed to make it to this interview. 


| watched as he grabbed the remote for the collar that was still around my neck. He put it in his pocket, 


turning to me. 
"Let's go." 


| got up and followed him downstairs and out the door, not saying a word. We got in the car, and he started it 
up. Before he started moving, he handed me a needle. 


He grabbed my arm, pushing my sleeve up. "Do it" 


| gave a tiny nod, taking the syringe with shaky hands. | bit my lip, pushing it into my skin and releasing it into 
my veins. | looked up at him for approval. He just smiled and nodded. 


He started to back out of the driveway, making his way down the road. "Stay away from Tommy. | don't want 


you near him. Sit as far away from him as you can. Got it?" 

| nodded fast. "l-I understand" 

"Remember, you have that collar on. | will set it off if you do or say anything | don't like." 

"| know." 

"Then I'm taking you to the nearest tattoo and/or piercing shop." He told me. "I want my name on your body." 
| nodded. "O-okay, daddy." 


We pulled into the studio where we were supposed to be recording this interview. | think it's about the 


upcoming album and tour. 
He parked the car, getting out. We walked into the building. There was a woman at a desk in the front. 
She recognized who | was and pointed to a door at the end of a hall. "Right in there, Mr. Sixx." 


| smiled and we walked over there. Damon was close behind me. We entered the studio and saw all of the guys 


sitting there. Vince and Tommy were arguing about something and Mick looked out cold. There was a woman 


sitting on a chair across from them. 
| sat as far away from Tommy as | could, not saying anything. 


"We didn't think you were gonna come." Vince spoke, his words slurring together. "Because of your uh." He 


gestured to my injuries. 
"No, | said I'd be here." | spoke. 
| looked over at Damon. He was standing off to the side. He was watching me. 


The woman spoke up. "So, I'm going to ask you guys to introduce yourselves and say a little about your role in 


the band." 

We went down the line. 

"lim Vince and | sing." He winked. 

"Im Tommy, | play the drums." 

"Mick Mars. Guitar." 

"l-Im Nikki and |, uh, play bass." | spoke. 

She nodded. "How are you guys?" 

"Pretty good" We all said. 

"You guys have an record coming out soon, yes?" 

| nodded. 

"Can you tell me a little about the writing process for it?" 

| swallowed hard. | have answer this question. | write the songs. "For this record, um, it was a little harder to 
write than the last two. We've all been kinda very distant, neck deep in our own shit, so it was a little harder 
to get everyone together to work on it but um, its coming along pretty nicely. We- We plan on r-releasing a 
single within the next week or two." 


| looked back at Damon again. He was talking to a girl. | frowned but turned back to the interviewer. 


| don't want him talking to a girl. He's mine. | love him. 


| stared at the floor. Am | just bad? Is he gonna leave me? He probably is. I'm so dumb. Goddammit. 


| heard Vince talking but | stopped listening. | don't care. I'm scared that Damon's gonna leave me. No, why 
would he want me to get his name tattooed on me if he's leaving me. That's dumb. He won't leave me. 


Or will he? He can't leave me. | can't live without him. | love him too much. 
I'll ask him when we get in the car. | don't care if he gets mad. l'm scared. 
"Now, | heard you guys are going on tour soon to promote the record. ls that true?" 


"Uh yeah. We're going on tour near the um end of next month. We're going before the record is out and itll 


come out about halfway through the tour. W-We'll be playing new songs the entire time though." 


| kinda tuned out the rest of the interview, only answering a few small questions here and there. It ended up 


lasting an hour. 
When the lady finally said that we were done, we all stood up. | stumbled a little but was fine. 
"We're going to get food. You comin?" Vince said. Tommy was staring at me. 


| glanced at Damon. He was watching me. | knew what he wanted me to say. | knew what | wanted to say. But | 


don't want him to be mad at me. "Uh, n-no. | don't really feel good today. Next time." 
He nodded, turning back to Mick and Tommy. 


| walked over to where Damon stood, reaching up to kiss him. He held my hips, digging his nails in. | whimpered 


but didn't do anything else. 
Eventually, he pulled away. "Let's go." 


He wrapped his arm around my waist as we walked, keeping me close to him. As we passed Tommy, | watched 
him and Damon stare each other down. 


My leg was starting to hurt because | wasn't using the crutches, but | stayed quiet. We made our way out to 
the car and got in. 


He started the car and began driving. 
"D-Daddy?" | whispered. 


"Mm?" 


"Are you gonna l-leave me?" 

"| don't plan on it. Why?" He responded, sounding slightly annoyed. 

"l-I saw you talking to the girl and it made me upset. | d-don't want you to leave." 

He rolled his eyes. "Just because | was talking to some chick doesn't mean l'm leaving you." 
| nodded and looked at the floor. 

| heard him sigh. "If you behave through this, I'll.order take out." 

| stared at him. "Really?" 

He nodded 

"Ill be good. | promise." 

He pulled into a tattoo shop and parked the car. "Are you gonna be able to handle this?" 
| nodded. "lve gotten tattoos before. I'll be fine." 

"The spot | want it in is very sensitive." 

"W-where do you want it?" | asked. 


He reached over and unbuttoned my jeans with one hand. He pushed them down a little and pointed to the spot 
right above my dick. It was a little lower then my hips. It would hurt. 


"I-I'll be okay." 


We got out of the car and walked inside the shop. There was a woman with a lot of tattoos at the counter. We 
went up to her. Damon stood behind me, holding my hips. He kissed my shoulder. "Tell her what you want" 


‘I-11 want- Can you?" 
She was staring at us. 
"He wants a tattoo and a piercing" Damon spoke. 


"Do you have a tattoo or do you need something designed?" 


"He knows what he wants." Damon told her. 

She nodded. "And what piercing did you wanna get?" 
"Nipples. 

She nodded. "Come on back" 

We followed her back, Damon keeping his hand on my hip. 
"What do you wanna start with?" She asked 
Damon looked at me. 

"U-Um.tattoo." | shuttered 

She nodded. "Alright. Where do you want it?" 

| pointed at the spot. 

"What did you want?" 

"l-I uh.t wanted his name. In fancy letters’ 

"What's his name?" 

"Damon" | said 

"Alright. Lay down" 

| did what she said, pulling my pants down slightly 


| watched Damon. He was watching what the girl was doing. She was prepping stuff for the tattoo and 
sketching something out. 


Damon came over by me, playing with my hair. He squatted down by my head. "Behave." 


NNN NINN 


We got home and Damon ordered food. | was sitting on the couch, watching him. He ordered chinese food. | 
don't know what he got me. He ordered a few things. 


"I gotta make another phone call. Be quiet." He ordered. 


| nodded. My body hurt a little from everything that's been going on recently but it wasn't too bad since he 


shot me up in the car. 

| watched as he sat down, holding phone. 

"Yea. It's me." 

| wonder who he's calling. He never makes his important phone calls around me. 

| had to do shit today. I'll be back down tomorrow." 

| wonder where he goes during the day. He never tells me. | know he sells drugs but | don't know where. 


"Yeah yeah whatever. My personal matters don't fucking concern you." He growled. "I'm not your bitch. You'll 


have your shit tomorrow." 


| tensed. | hate when he yells. He'll take it out on me 
and | hate when he does that. 


"Who the fuck do you think you are?" 

| looked up at him. 

"Kl put a fucking bullet in your head. How bout that, bitch?" 

| wish there was something | could do. | hate when he's mad. | bit my lip, watching him. 

| got off the couch, crawling between his legs. He glared at me. | swallowed hard, hoping he wouldn't hit me. 


| reached up and unbuttoned his jeans. | pulled them down, not looking up at him. | was scared to look up at him. 


| don't want him to be mad. 


| still didn't meet his eyes as | pulled his boxers down, taking him into my mouth. | sucked softly, bobbing my 
head. 


He was talking but | wasn't listening. The person on the phone was still pissing him off | think 
| ran my tongue from the base to the tip, placing small kisses back down his shaft. 


| gasped as he tangled his fingers into my hair. | glanced up at him. "keep going." He mouthed, pushing my head 


back down. 


| took him back into my mouth. | heard him hang up the phone. | bobbed my head up and down, taking him as 


far as | could go. 
He groaned and tugged on my hair. | continued my motions, saliva dripping down my chin. 
"Fuck, you're such a little slut~" He said. 


He shoved my head all the way down, causing me gag. | took a few deep breaths and managed to relax 


enough to take him all in 
The doorbell rang at that moment. He pulled me off of him using my hair. "Get the door. Then finish this.’ 


| nodded and grabbed the money he'd left on the table. | stood up and walked across the room to the front 


door. 


| opened it and smiled at the man there. | handed him the money and took the bag of food from him without 


saying a word. 
He asked if | wanted change and | shook my head, closing the door quickly. 
| put the bag on the coffee table and dropped back down to my knees. 


| looked into his eyes as | took him back into my mouth. He shoved me down again. | choked, my eyes watering. 
He bucked his hips up into my mouth. 


| gagged and gripped the couch. 
"Fuck. Come on" He groaned, pulling me away. "I wanna paint your pretty face." 


| pulled off, panting slighting. | stuck my tongue out, staring up at him. He jacked himself off. | could tell by his 
labored breathing that he was getting close. 


He used one hand to grab into my hair and hold me still as he covered my face with his cum. 
| gasped softly, licking what landed around my lips. 
"Good boy." He spoke. 


He stood up and grabbed the bag of food, leaving me on the floor. | got up and followed him into the kitchen, 
not bothering to clean my face off. | know he likes the way it looks. 


He sat down and | stood near him. He took out a few boxes of food and handed me one container and a fork. 


"What was that for?" He asked. 
What? Oh- "Y-You we're mad and | wanted to help." 
He nodded. 


| opened the container. It was just a container of rice but | was happy. I'm surprised he's letting me eat 2 days 


in a row. That almost never happens. 


| love him so much. 


